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out a Christmas tree, and lugged it home on a crowded bus by her-
self.

Elsa was understandably bitter as she told us how her husband
behaved when he came home that evening to a house full of happy
holiday hustle-bustle.

Josh barely glanced at the tree. The girls tried to show off the
cookies they had baked, but he was in such wild haste to bathe and
dress he hardly spoke to any of us. While we ate a supper of frank-
furters and beans he put on his best suit, changed his necktie three
times before he was satisfied with the effect, stuck a flower in his
buttonhole, and then went off in a cloud of dust to attend his fancy
office party.
Josh and I haven't an extra penny to spend on recreation and en-
tertainment for ourselves. No expense was spared to make the office
party a bang-up success. It was held at a country club that I have
yet to enter. Only wealthy people belong. An orchestra was hired.
There were favors for the girls. A wonderful dinner, including cock-
tails and imported champagne, was served. I haven't tasted cham-
pagne since Josh and I were married eight years ago. At our wedding
we had one bottle of domestic champagne for six people.
Back in November when I first heard the bank was throwing a
Christmas party I was thrilled and excited. Until quite recently we
lived in a small town, and perhaps I have small-town ideas. I as-
sumed that since I was Josh's wife I would be welcome at the party.
I knew we couldn't afford a new dress for me. I scrimped on our
food and bought a new fake-fur stole and made over an old dress.
It wasn't until I modeled the dress for Josh that I learned I had
wasted my time. He hemmed and hawed, but finally blurted out
that the party was limited to bank employees. Wives and husbands
weren't invited. It seems the employees had got together and de-
cided they would have a jollier time by themselves. Josh insisted he
and most of the other men had voted in favor of inviting their wives,
which may be possible. The married women at the bank, he said,